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When You Wish Upon A Star 


Nate looked at himself in the mirror and brushed his hands down his black and grey tailored suit. Tonight was 
the night. He was going to do it. He was finally going to say the words that had been bugging him for so long. 


Taking a deep breath, he turned to leave, only for a wave of nauseous anxiety to wash over him. He slammed 


on lights as he raced for the bathroom before clutching the sink and retching. 
Smooth, Nate. Real smooth Gonna go there stinking of puke breath? 


He swilled some mouthwash around his grimy teeth and took another, final, look at himself. Beard trimmed - 
check. Glasses on - check. Hair tidy - check Looking like a college professor - 


Nate felt his heart sink. He did look like a college professor. With his dark rimmed glasses, neatly trimmed 
beard, and greying hair, he looked as though he should be teaching chemistry over at the State University. 
Not going to meet the guy that he had a crush on. 


He felt a little crushed as he made his way through his house and out to his car. Earlier in the evening, he'd 
felt excited and on top of the world. He was finally going to find out if someone felt the same as he felt about 


them. But now.. Would anyone want the college professor-cum-bass player? 


The drive to the studio should have made him feel cheery. Every street was lit with thousands of Christmas 
lights. Trees were decorated from top to toe and decorations were strung high above the roads. Everyone was 


feeling merry and bright. Except for him. The Christmas spirit just hadn't kissed him yet. 


Over and again he'd rehearsed the speech in his head. He'd arranged words, taken them out, added them in, 
talked to them, and begged them to come out just as he imagined. But even the words, much like his 
Christmas spirit, didn't want to cooperate. 


His heart was heavy as he pulled in to the studio's parking lot and Nate felt as though he was attending a 
wake. His wake. The one that he'd set up for when all of this crashed and burned and took him with it. 


As with the streets, the studio was looked as though Christmas had thrown up all over it. There were more 
trees than he could count (call it Dave's OCD whenever it came to post-Christmas bargains) and garish foil 
garlands crisscrossed the ceilings. In the reception area, an animatronic Santa nearly gave Nate heart failure 


when it bellowed a festive "Merry Christmas. 


Lights blazed throughout the building and Nate made his way down to the control room. He'd promised to meet 
Taylor to work on some songs. As the rhythm section, it was their responsibility to make sure that everyone 

had a beat to dance to, a pulse that would reverberate with their own and stay with them long after the final 
note had faded out. 


Nate rounded the corner and found Taylor sprawled on the couch. His feet rested on one end and he had a 
guitar nestled in his lap. He appeared to be completely oblivious to the world around him, lost in whatever was 
going on in his head The soft lights danced through his hair making him look like the angel that Nate believed 
him to be. For once, Taylor had tied up his often-fly-away hair. Oddly, he'd knotted a red ribbon around the 
slender ponytail. Not that Nate was going to question him. Taylor did odd things as was Taylor's way. 

"Taylor?" 


The guitar sagged a little in the other mar's grip and the drummer tilted his head back so as to give Nate one 
of his goofy grins. 


"Hey, Natey!" 
Despite the pain that clenched his stomach, Nate managed a smile. "Hey, Taylor." 


For a moment, the blonde man looked him up and down, his face creasing with a frown. "Why are you wearing a 


suit? We're here to work. We're gonna get sweaty.” 


Nate sighed and moved to sit on the couch. Lifting Taylor's feet, he dropped himself to the sagging cushions 
and draped the drummer's slender legs over his thighs. 


Fighting against the lump in his throat, he said, "There's something | need to talk to you about." 


Taylor looked at him with his usual little-lost-puppy-look. "Nothing good ever comes from those words, Nate. 
You know that." 


"Hopefully this time it will" Nate managed a smile and let one of his hands rest on Taylor's strong leg. He 
sighed and looked at the younger man. "Taylor, I've got to say this. It's taken me a long time to think this over 
and it's killed me to keep it inside." Nate could feel the tears beginning to prickle at his eyes and his hand closed 
around Taylor's leg. For a moment, he was quiet as he collected his thoughts and tried to quiet the thoughts 
that spiralled through his head. 


What would Taylor want with you? You look lke a nerdy professor. You shouldnt even be here. You only play in 


this band because Dave's too nice to get someone else. 


A hand came to rest on his arm and he looked up to find Taylor leaning a little closer. His chest rested on top 


of the guitar and his face was filled with concern. 
"You can say it, Nate," he murmured. "You can say whatever's on your mind. l'm not going to laugh at you." 
"Promise? Because I've seen you and Dav-" 


Taylor cut him off with a gentle squeeze of his upper arm. "What Dave and | laugh at is stupid stuff. What 
you've got to say isn't stupid stuff. | promise. Please, Nate. Please talk to me." 


With another sigh, Nate looked into Taylor's concerned eyes. How could he turn that down? How could he not 


confess his deepest feelings to the one person who seemed to enjoy his company? 


"Taylor," he softly began, "I love you. Love you with all my heart and all of my soul. Sure, when you first joined 
this band | thought that you were an idiot. But you grew on me. You wanted to hang out and have fun. You've 
spent years making me laugh but you've had me from that first smile. Taylor, | love you so much that it 


hurts and | can't keep it inside any longer. l'm sorry.’ 
Taylor's brow furrowed once more. "Why are you sorry?" 


That caught Nate off guard and the words stumbled through his mind as he hunted for something to say. 

"Because - well - because - we're not supposed to feel like this - we're guys - we're in a band together - 
we're not supposed to love one another in that way-" He sighed and lowered his head. "Sorry, Taylor. Thanks 
for letting me get that off my chest. | understand if you don't want to hang out outside of the band any 


more.” 


Beside him, he heard the guitar lean against the couch with a gentle twang Taylor's legs shuffled from his lap 
and Nate fully expected the drummer to get up and walk out. 


"Hey." Taylor's voice was soft. 


Nate shook his head and willed the tears not to fall. He could feel his throat closing and the pain raged through 
his chest, his heart shattered in to a million pieces. When a finger curled beneath his chin, Nate tried to pull 
away only for his head to be lifted. His eyes met Taylor's and there was a small smile on the drummer's lips. 


"Why do you think I've got a ribbon in my hair?" Taylor asked. 
Still fighting back his tears, Nate shook his head. 


Taylor's smile was warm as he leaned in and whispered his lips across Nate's cheek and to his lips. "Because I'm 


your Christmas gift, Natie. Merry Christmas, baby. | love you, too." 


The tears finally came but they were tears of joy rather than ones of heartbreak. Wrapping Taylor in his 
arms, Nate pulled the smaller man in to his lap and covered his beautiful face with kisses. It seemed that, 


sometimes, Christmas wishes did come true. 


